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| 5 Leonard Macnally, E. 
# I OVE leads us to lab'rinths of woe, 

y. Tho? roſes ſpontaneons invite; 

| Tho” pleaſure ſeems prompt to beſtow, 

| Fach moment, ſome new. ſprung delight: 

= Should the virgin be tempted to taite 


The fruit, that ſo ——_— appears, 
| Her ſweets, by 1mprudence ebas'd, 


| WS melt in contrition and tears. 
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The boſom, where purity reigns, EY 

The breath of detraction can't taint 3 
But ſhe, who not wholy abſtains, 

Shall utter in vain her complaint : 
Like the lily, unable to riſe, 
That's wounded, and droops to its bed; 
Untimely ſhe withers, and dies, 

And the G__ ſprings over her head. 


S ON G. 
"THE SKY-LARK), : 
2 V. 2 Eg · 


\ ©, nnok bird; that glad'ft the ſkies, 4 
To Daphne s window ſpeed thy way, 1 


And there on * "ring pinions riſe, ; 


And there thy vocal art diſplay, 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 


And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her, the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon's native-plains beleng. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 


The bird. from India's groves may mine; 3 10 


But aſk the lovely partial maid, 


What are —_ notes compar'd to thane 7 


* 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 


And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings ſorlorn. * 


. 
. 


Aer lips ſpoke nought but cold deſpair, 


Inceſſant joys around her flew, 


But when, with fond, officious cave, 


RNeviving heat each ſenſe regales, 


5 When nearer we e approach his ray; 


The moments of delight how ſweet! 
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© N 6. 
THE" UNRELENTING PAIR, 


HEN fair Serena firſt [ knew, | 
Friendſhip's happy union charm'd, 


And gentle ſmiles my boſom warm d. 


I preſs'd to breathe m y am'rous pain, 


Her eyes ſhot ice thro” ev'ry vein. | 1 


| Thus, i in Italia's lovely vales, 


The Sun his genial vigour yields: 
And 3 crowns the ſmiling fields. 


High on the Alps“ tremendous brow; | 
Surpris*d we ſee pale IE play, | 
On en hills of ſnow. 


rut DESERTED FAIR, 


By Mr. E. Moore. 
HEN Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 
And I believ'd him true, 


But, ah! how ſwift they flew ! ED 
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The funny hill, the flow'ry vale, 


The garden, "and the grove, 


Have echo'd to his ardent tale, ; BY 


And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize; 
He left her to complain, £74 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, | 
And meaſure time by pain: 

But Heav'n will take the mourner's part, 
In pity to deſpair ; 

And the laſt ſigh, that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there. 


S O N G. 
SEALS OF LOVE, 
| By William Shaks/pear. 
AKE, O! take thoſe lips away, 
That fo ſweetly were forſworn; 


And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn : 


But my kiſſes bring again, | 
Seals of love, but war's 1 in vain. . 5 17 


Hide, O hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears; 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thoſe that April wears: 
But firſt ſet my poor heart free, f 
Bound 1 in thoſe f cy chains by thee. =4 


1 
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| UNIVERSAL LOVE; 
87 Mr. O'Keefr. 


EARCH all the wide creation round, 
Or earth, or air, or deep profonnd, 
To ſome great univerſal end, 
— ſenſe, inſtinct, reaſon tend: 
Tis love, ſweet univerſal love [ 


Why Phœbus anile upon the morn, 

Why lend a ray to Dina's horn? 

Why flow'rs perfume the breath of * 

Or why do birds on hawthorns fing ? 

*Tis love, ſweet univerſal love! 


With honour join n'd, oh! form'd to bleſs, 
Thy power let ev'ry heart confeſs ; 
If ſenſe and reaſon but remove 


— "BW — from the eyes of love, 


Of love, ſweet univerſal love! 
1 
s ON 0. 
THE SUPPLICATION, 


Anion ſpirits, guard my love, 
1 


In time of danger near him 'bide ; 
ith outſpread wings around him move, 
And turn 16 random ball aſide. | 


B 4 And 


* 
And you, his foes, tho' hearts of ſteel, 


Oh, may you then with me accord; 


A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 


Behold his face, and drop the ſword, 


Ve winds, * bl uſtring vg We I 


* 


Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep. 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, {ſmooth bolom of the —— 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From biaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 

My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


* 
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| DEL? A. 
Y Delia was all my delight, 
But ſhe ſhuns me, and why do I 6gh? ? 


She flies like a fawn from my ſight, 
Jet 1 follow, and | Cannot tell why, 


6 The 8 of Delia's mind, 


Ah! ſhepherds, you cannot compare; 
But the faireſt of features combin d, 
And I lov'd her becauſe ſhe was fair. 


1 1 

They ſay that a wealthier ſwain, 
Tuhat Palemon has charm'd her away ; 
Palemon's the pride of the plain, 
Or I could not believe what they ſay. 


Why did not the Graces attire, | 
The little loves lend me their aid? 
Or why was I doom'd to admire 
So lovely, ſo graceful a maid ?. 
I | 


** 
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HOPELESS LOVE. 


HIN nat, my love, when ſecret griet 
Preys on my ſadden'd heart, 

Think not 1 wiſh a mean relief, 

Or would from forrow part. 


Dearly I prize the ſighs ſincere, 
That my true fondneſs prove; 
Nor could 1 bear to check the tear, 

That flows from hopeleſs love. 


Alas! tho' doom'd to hope in vain, 
The joys that love requite, 

Vet will 1 cheriſh all its pain, 
With ſad, but ſweet delight. 


This treaſur'd grief, this lov'd deſpair, 
Mx lot will ever be: 
But, deareft, may the pangs I bear 
Be never felt by thee. 5 
| Es SONG. 
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By Mr. Cunningham. 


Attends to the villager's vows ; 
The birds fondly bill on the ſprays 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 

Me ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 

Fail * as the mother of love. 


Fram the Weſt as i it 1 blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 


' The pinks by the rivuler's fide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May 3 is the mother * love. : 


— May tinges the 3 s wing, 
„ He flutters in bridal array; 

| If the larks and the linnets now fing, 
| Their muſic is taught them by May: 
|, The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
| ll Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove ; 
{ And. murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 


That May is the mother of love. 


5 


. | 
MAY, THE MOTHER OF LOVE, 


\HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 


And poplars embrace with their boughs : 


And willows and wgpdbines entwines 


' 
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The goddeſs will vifit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay ; 

Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 

For muſic muſt welcome the May: 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 

And all his keen anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 

That May is the mother of love. 


0 6. 


„nnn 
Zy Peter Pindar, E. 


\ AY, lonely maid, wikh downcaſt eye, 
O Delia, ſay, with check ſo pale, 


That tells the world a mourntul tale ? 


Thy tears, that thus each other chaſe, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe 
Thy fighs, a ſtorm, that wrecks thy peace, 


Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


O tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 

That lip and boſom of delight ? 


Perhaps, to nymphs of other ſhades 
| He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tear; 
With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, 
That, treachrous, OP witleſs ear. 


What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 1 


| Let | 


mane 


Y 
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Let not thoſe maids thy envy move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine: 
That heart can ne'er be bleſt with love, 
Whoſe guilt could force a pang from thine. 


S O N G. 


COLIN AND PHILLIS., 


OW wretched the maiden who loves, 
A ſhepherd unworthy her care! 
From fair-one to fair-one who roves, 
| And whoſe promiſe 1s lighter than air, 


Such the ſorrows which poor Phillis _— | 
Who Colin too raſhly believ'd: 
His aim was to triumph o'er you, 
Ahl! Phillis, unkindly deceiv'd, 


Based the dark cypreſs ſhe lay, 
And ſigh'd her complaint to the wind ; 
« That her Colin had wander'd away, 
And left her deſpairing behind.“ 


All cold, and ſtretch'd out in the ſhade, 
By the virgins pale Phillis was found, 

And a ſcroll on her boſom was laid, 
Declaring that love gave the wound. 


The ſhepherds ſtill ſpeak of her truth, 


As they point out her grave with a ſigh : 
And upbraid thy inconſtancy, youth! 


Who could iuffer ſuch beauty to die. 
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$ O N G. 
FIDELE. | 

F 


O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb, | 
Soft maids and village- hinds ſhall bring 


Each op'ning ſweet of earlieſt bloom, 


And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear, 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove; 


But ſhepherd- lads aſſemble here, 


And melting virgins own their love. 


5 No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 


No goblins lead their nightly crew; 


But female fays ſhall haunt the green, 


And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew. 


The red-breaſt oft, at ev'ning hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little aid ; 


With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow” rs, 


To deck the ground — thou 
When howling winds and beating rain | 
In tempeſts, ſhake the ſylvan cell; 
Or midſt the chace upon the pln,” 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell, ” 


laid. 


Each lovely. ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed; 

Belov'd till life could charm no more, 

And mourn till pity's ſelf be dead. 


i 
. 4 
. MYRTILLA'S INVITATION, — 


XI7HO'LL buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 

And throws around her ſparkling eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, DP TIED Ws 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair: 
A pair of eyes that wound at fight, - | | 
And foil the di'monds piercing light. | 
| 'Y 


Come hither ye that long to prove 

The ſoul-enchanting joys of love: 

Quickly, quickly come, for he | 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 15 | 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 

With even Craſus' wealth to come; 

Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can ne er be fold: g- — 

Sdvile a change I ſcorn'd to make, | rele ol 
For love's the only coin | take. 


$ O N G. 
THE DESTROYER, 
By Mr. O'Keefe, 
Tow can man ſuch pleaſure find, 
Still in trying each endeavour, 
Thus to win the virgin's favour, 


_ Softly ſteal into her mind, 
And deſtroy her peace for ever; 


Wich 
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With her heart, 

To depart, 
Leaving only grief behind? 


Thus the boy, a linnet caging, 
How engaging, 
Now her ſweet and warbling ſong, 
Soon neglected, 
| All rejected; 
Poor thing! ſhe may her ſong give o'er, 
Her fweetelt,notes can charm no more. 


— — — —— 1 = W | 5 
8 O N G. 
THE RESOLUTION. 


By Dr. Parnell. 


Y days have been o wond'rous tee 
The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd the ſtream ? ? 
Or aſk the paſſing gales, if eier 
I lent a ſigh to them? 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught; 
The tender chains of ſoft defire 
Are fix'd upon my thought : 
And eager hope within my breaſt 
Does ev'ry doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſs'd 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 
Ye 
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8 nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 


Ye ſwains that haunt the grove; | 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
_ Ye cloſe retreats of love: 
With all of nature, all of art, 

Aſſiſt the dar deſign, 


And make a young unpraftis'd heart 


To be for ever mine. 


The very thought of vgs J hate, 


As much as of deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her: 
Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix' d with ſoft diſtreſs, 


Vet, while the fair L love is kind, 


I cannot. with it leſs. 


n ie wenn mee with; Anda 


Or ſlights my well-meant love; 
Or. looks with pleaſure on my pain,, 
A pain ſhe won't remove : 


Farewel ye birds, and lonely pines,. 


Adieu to tears and ſighs ; 
P11 leave my paſſion to the winds ; 
Love unreturn'd ſoon. dies, 


8 0ON G. 
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KATE oF ABERDEEN, 
7 By Mr. Cunningham, 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro” the night, 
10 wanton in the winding ſtream, 
f And kiſs reflected light: . 
! To courts be gone, heart- ſoothing fleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been; | 
_ Whilk I my wakeful vigil keep ES Es 
With Kate of Aberdeen. | 8 


The nymphs nnd ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nymphs, and ſwains ſhall all declare 
'The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of * 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
ad rouze yon nodding grove, 
Till new wak'd birds diftend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green; 
Fond bird, tis not the morning 1 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


% 


| Now, 
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Now, blithſome,”o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or fing their love-tun'd lay: 5 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; | 

The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 

Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


„ 0 6. | 
THE POWER OF LOVE. 
He... 
1 - ET Wiſdom boaſt her mighty pow'r, 8 
With paſſion ſtill at ſtrife, 


Yet love is ſure the ſov'reign flow'r, 
The ſweet perfume of life. ns 


| * 
The happy breeze that ſwells the ſail, 
When quite becalm'd we lie; 
The drop that will the heart regale, 
And ſparkle in the eye. | 


The ſun that wakes us to delight, 
And drives the ſhades away ; 


The dream that cneers our dreary night, 
And s a brighter day. 


But if, alas! it wrongly ſeize, 
I ̃ be caſe is twice as bad; 1 
This flow'r, ſun, drop, or dream, or breeze 
Will drive a blockhead mad. 


8 . 
* 5 * 
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S ON G. 
1 
2. Cunningham. 


HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 
And, failing down the filver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: ©, 
The filver tide, that wand”ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not fo ſweet, blithe-Cupid knows, 
As Delia 1 15 to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit tree ſun 

And ſtill the pendent neſt e view 'd, 
That held her callow young : 


5 Tho? dear to her maternal heart 


The genial brood muſt be; 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me, 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Mere natives of the dale; 

S⸗carce pluck'd, and in a garland 3 
Before their hue grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 

If luckleſs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the roſe 

My Delia is to me. 


12 J 
Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 


The birds on Delia I'll beſtow, 


They're like her boſom fair 

May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be! 

Then fuch fond blifs as turtles prove, - 
Will Delia ſhare with me. 


8 O N 6. 


AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY, 


By V. Cowper, Ei. 
- Compoſe their uſeleſs wing; 


And bees in hives as idly wait 
The call of early ſpring. 


The keeneſt froſt that binds the ſtream, 
The wildeſt wind that blows, 


Are neither felt nor fear'd by them, 


Secure of their repoſe 


But man, all-feeling and awake, 

The gloomy ſcene ſurveys; 
With preſent ills his heart muſt ach, 
And pant for brighter days, 


Old Winter, halting o'er the mead, 
Bids me and Mary mourn; 
Zut lovely ſpring peeps o'er his head, 
And whiſpers your return. 
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„ 
Then April, with her ſiſter May, 
Shall chaſe him from the bow” rs; 
And weave freſh garlands ev'ry day, 
To crown the ſmiling hours. 


And if a tear, that ſpeaks regret 
Of happier times, appear, 

A glimpſe of joy that we have met, 
Shall ſhine, and dry the tear. 


$0.nG 


THE PARTING, 


y Mrs. Johnſon. 


1 AY, hide that tear, my faithful love, 


Such tenderneſs reſtrain ; 
One kiſs alone thy Marg'ret aſks, 
One kiſs ſhall ſoothe her pain. 


What though beneath the moon's ſoft ray, 
Along the ſtrand I penſive ſtray, 
In vain to ſeek thee there; 
What though I caſt a wat'ry eye 
To where proud ocean meet the (ky, 
My toul ſhall not deſpair. = 


Though 


T 23-1 
Though angry, tempeſts round us roar, 


And, furious, ſhake this rocky ſhore, 


With ev'ry evil fraught ; 
Thy recolle&ed vows ſhall cheer 
My heart, and dry the ſtarting tear, 55 
That ſprings from apprehenſive thought. 


LUCY AND I.OVE. 


By W. Shenflone, Eſq. 


TRE riſing ſun thro? all the grove 


Diffus'd a gladſome ray; 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd of love, 
And ev'ry thing look d gay. 


But, oh! the fatal hour was come, 
That forc'd me from my dear; 
My Lucy then thro' grief was dumb 
Or ſpoke but by a tear. 


Now far from her and bliſs I roam, 
All nature wears a change; 

The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom, 
And ev'ry place looks ſtrange. 


Thoſe flow'ry fields, this verdant ſcene, 
Von larks that tow'ring ſing ; 

With ſad contraſt increaſe my ſpleen, 
And make me loathe the jpring. 


e ( 23 ] 
| My books, that wont to ſooth my mind, | 
No longer now can pleaſe;, 0 
There only thoſe amuſement find, 
That have a mind at eaſe. 


Nay, life itſelf is tafteleſs grown, 
From Lucy whilſt I ftray ; | 

Sick of the world, I muſe alone, 
And ſigh the live-long day. 


30 N86. 
THE DEATH OF ALLEN, 


i HE bells they rang all in the morn, 

: And Allen he role full ſoon; 

Sad tidings were heard' for Allen to hear, 
That Mary would wed e're noon. 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's name, 
And Thomas came at his call ; | 

© Make ready a coffin and winding ſhroud, 

For Mary ſhall fee my fall. 


When laſt we parted with brimful eye, 
Right loving ſhe made a vow; 

But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
And Mary forgets me now. 


Then bear me to the green-graſs bank, 

Where we did kiſs and play: 

, And tell her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Has waſ'd my kiſſes away.“ 3 


5 


tm | 


The wi led the bride ſo fair, 

The prieſt he came anon ; | 
\ But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corſe , 
Or ere the wedding was done, 


He laid him on the green-graſs bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play; 


And told her, the rain, that made it 0 yon. 
Had waſh'd has kiſſes away. 


When ſhe beheld poor Allen's dead corſe, 
Her maiden bluſh was loſt ; 
She faded, as tho” on April morn, 
— 4 primroſe nipt by a froſt. | 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 
Together they buried were; 

Falſe maidens, who break your plighted vow, 
"Take heed you come not there. 


8 0 N. 8. 
1 HAW TRHORN II THE DALE» 
By 7 ohn Milton. 


E T me wander not unſeen, 


By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green; 3 


There the ploughman near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land-: 
Aud the milk-maid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe; 


And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale, A 


Under the en in the dale. 


SONG. | 
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The lark aſſumes her mattins ſweet, 


12 
SONG. 
me in the Agreeable . 


H APP Y, harmleſs, . 
bl | 


Void of jealouſy or care; 
mblems of the bleſt above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love. 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love. 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate; 


Real pleaſures can ye prove? 
No; tis found in rural love. 


s ON G. 
DAMON. 


HEN firſt the Eaſt begins to ws 
And Nature's beauties riſe, 


And ſeeks the yielding ſkies : 


The roſy light that glads the Muſe, 


Dear to her breaſt muſt be; 
But not ſo dear young Cupid knows, 


n | : 
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In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whole ſweet alternate notes, 
In pretty ſongs of love, prolong, 
The muſic of their throats : 
Dear to the lover's flutt'riag breaſt, 
Th fair-one's notes muſt be; 
But not fo dear, the thoutandth part, 
As Damon is tv me. : 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd ot her callew young, ; 

In yonder grove obſerv d her neſt, 
And ſtill her woes fhe ſung: 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 

More ſorrowful could be; 

But I far greater woes muſt ſhare, 
Were Damon far from me. 


N G. 
THE POST WS ATI; 10 DELIA, 
By Lord E. 


OR ever, O mercileſs fair, 
| Will that cruel indift” rence endure ? 
Can thoſe eyes look «me into deſpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure ? 


Tf J love, will you doom me to die; 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny | 
Te the wretch which your beauty has made ? 


( 27 ] 

How oft what I felt, to diſguiſe 

_ Has my reaſon imperiouſly ſtrove ; 

Till my foul almoſt fell from my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love! 


Till, rendered unable to flow, 

By the torture's exceſs which I bore, 
That nature ſunk under the woe, 

Or only recover'd to more. 


— 
Then, Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madness be drove; 


But, O! do not tell me you hate, 
It you even reſolve not to love. 


"SONGS 
| THE REPLY- 
| By Lady Mary S. | , 


CEASE to mourn, - -unhappy youth, 
| Or think this boſom hard; 
My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward. 


Th' exceſs of uyabating woe 
This tortured breaſt endures, 
Too well, alas! muſt make me know 
The pain that dwells in yours, 


Ca 5 Condems", 


„„ WF. 
Condemn'd like you to weep in vain, 
I ſeek the darkeſt grove, 


And fondly bear the ſharpeſt pain, 
Of never- hoping love. 


My waſted day, in endleſs fohs, 
"WM ſound of comfort hears ; 

And morn but breaks on Delia's eye es 
To wake her into tears. 


| 11 lep ſhould lend her friendly aid, 


In fancy I complain; ; 
And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched maid, | 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd iwain. 


Or blame the Fates alone; 
For how can I reſtore your peace, 


| 
Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, 5 ceaſe, RS | 
Who quite have loſt my own? el 


A THE DISTRESS OF MARIAN, 


* E April ev'ning, when the ſun 
* Had journey'd down the ſky, 
Sad Marian, with looks of woe, 
Walk'd forth. full . 


Tears wickled down har faded cheek, 
Soft ſighs her boſom heav'd; 
: Soft ſighs reveal'd her inward woe, 
Alas! ſhe'd been deceiv'd. | 
_ 55 : Fo” Oh! 
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Ohl what a wretch am I become, 
| A luckleſs laſs!” ſaid ſhe; 
© The cowſlip and the vi'let blue, 
| Have now no charms for me. 

2 

The golden ſun, that daily ſhines, 
q And glitt'ring decks the ſky, 
Brings no relief to my diſtreſs, 
| Or pleaſure to my eye. 


This little river, when ] dreis d, 

Haas ſerv'd me for a glaſs; 

But now it only ſhews how love, 
Has ruin'd this poor face. 


mw ——_—_ gg” 


What charms could happy Lucy boaſt, 
To fix thy wav'ring mind ? 

What charms in Lucy more than me, 
Ungrateful, could'ſ thou find ? 

_ Haſt thou forgot the tender vows, 

| Wich at my feet were made ? 
Ver I'll not ſpend my dying hour, 
1 Thy falſhood to upbraid. 


— „ — U O 


But what remaining breath I have, 
Shall Ae goats 4 with Heaven ' 
That all thoſe broken vows to me, 
At laſt, may be forgiv'n. 


Yet one poor boon, before I die, 
[ would of thee require | 
And do not thou refuſe to grant, x 
A wretch's laſt deiire, . 


— —— — — = — . 
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When you with Lucy ſhall affix 
The happy marriage-day, 
Oh! do not o'er my green-graſs grave, 
Inhuman, take thy way! | 


* 


THE PAINS OF ABSENCE, 


By Samuel Knight, J. M. 


/ 


A VN in the early hours of new-born love, 


What poig'nant anguiſh was I doom'd to prove, 


Torn from the preſence of my charming fair! 


Vet what were then, dear Girl, the joys I loſt ? 
 —[mpertec, faint, imaginary bliſs; 
A tranſient glance, a flatt'ring ſmile,,at moſt ; 
Half granted, half denied, a haſty kiſs. | 


Did abſence then &'crwhelm my ſoul with grief, 

When but a glimpſe of Paradiſe was giv'n ? 
Ah! who, my Delia, now ſhall grant relief, 

From heav'n itſelf, from thy embraces driv'n ? 


O melting tranſports! raviſhing delights ! 
When to my breaſt I ſtrain'd the yielding fair: 

Ye days of pleaſure, and ye rapt'rous nights, 
What do ye now but add to my deſpair? .. 


Ere ſmiling hope firſt ſooth'd her infant care, 


» 
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And can I live, thus torn from all I love, 
When equal cares my Delia's heart oppreſs ? 
Hope waifpers, * Abſence ſhall our bliſs improve, 
And yet ſuperior joys our meeting bleſs.* 


Ah! Delia. does the flatt'rer whiſper truth? 
Superior zoys!'—Alas! that cannot be: | 

Thou can'it not, Delia, bleſs thy faithful youth 
With greater joys than he has known with thee. 


8s ON 6. 
| THE VIRGIN LILY. 
| Sung in the Agreeable Sargrife. 


HE virgin lily ofthe night, 
_ Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
ler fragrant head the years : 
No longer droops, diſtreſt, forlorn, 
But, freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 


That miles in darkneſs flow, 

Emerging in their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent beanties ſhew: 

Ober golden ſands they gently glide, 

_ Unruffled with the gale, 

Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 

As rolling thro? the vale. 1 5 
| | „„ + Yn  $0NG. 


8 ON: 6, 
WINTER ENLIVENED BY HOPE, 


By Samuel Knight, 4. M. 1 


Ab in autumnal gold the foreſt ſhines, 


And che faint jun wich horizontal ray, 
Too ſoon the dreary world to night reſigns, 
Whoſe ebon ſceptre boaſts ſuperior iway. 


Ah! foon to Winter muſt hale Ann yield, 


And frequent clouds the angry ſky deform ; 


The driving ſnow ſoon whiten'd ev'ry field, 


And the bare torelt bend betore the ſtorm. 


The cheerleſs ſcene afflicts the thoughtful ſwain, 


That ſettled gloom proclaims his grief fincere; 
E'en now he feels anticipated pain, 


/ And gives to future ills a preſent tear, 


Do I, my Delia, in his forrows join? 
Say, do I drop a ſympathizing tear? 
And mourns, my love, this tributary line 
The faded beauties of th' expiring year. 


| The paler bloſſoms of the early ſpring, (ſhine, 


Summer's warm tints with brighter glow that 


To no enraptur'd mind more joy could bring, 


Full well thou know'ſt, my Delia, than to wes 


N 
Yet pleas'd I now 7 behold the ſtorm prevail, 
With Joy the foreſt's ſcatter'd honours ſee ; 
And ev'ry blaſt that howls along the vale, 
More ſweetly ſounds than muſic's voice to me. 


Ah! tell me, Delia, need the Muſe declare, 
Whence I enjoy this wreck of nature's charms ? 

— Relentleſs Summer forc'd me from my fair, 
Kind Winter will reſtore her to my arms. 


O Autumn! how I bleſt thy boiſt'rous nights, 
What charms for me has yonder faded grove ? 
Thuy ſtorms are harbingers of ſoft delights, 

Each talling leaf a meſſenger of love. 


s O N. 6G. 
-parunn. 
By W. Shenflone, Eſq. 


TN avale fring'd with woodland, where ni. 
| I abound, 
And rivulets murmur, and EA reſound ; 


I vow'd to the Muſes my time and my care, 


Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair, By 


As freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I fans, _ 
And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But, if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 5 


1 ſhould wilh, unawares, that my Daphne ſhould hear, 
Cs With 


SD 
With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 
Alluſions to none but the nymph I ador'd; 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper 5 ſhe made on my mind. 


Ah! whilſt I the e of nature purſue, 

I ſtill muſt my Dapane's fair image rene W; 
The Graces have cholen with Daphne to rove, 

| And the Muſes age all in alliance with love. 


. Ll 


ET | $0 Ne. 
THE DISCONSOLATE. 


S the Thames filent ſtream mov'd ſlowly along, 

And the winds whiſper'd, lolemn, the willows 
among; 

On a green turt, complaining, a ſwain was reclin'd, 

Who wept to the willows, and agh'd wich the wind. 


In vain,” he cries, 88 granted the ſpring, 
In vain bloom the v1'lets, the nig adingales fing ; 
To a heart full of ſorrow no ſcenes gay appear, 


| Each . 5 a ſigh, and each dew-Grop - a tear. 


2 6 bs vain my Zelinda hack hone, to move 

The faireſt to cnvy, the witeit to love; 

Her beuurty no more gives delight to mine eye, 
Since without her to live is more pain than to die. 


Oh! 


1 
Ohl that Somnus his pinions would over me ſpread, 
And paint her dear image, in dreams, in her ſtead 
The beautiful viſion might ſoften my pain, 
But fleep's a relief I ſolicit in vain. 


The wretch, then, like me, whoſe heart's loaded with 
- [care, 

Is deluded by hope, and undone by deſpair; | 

His cares, ever waking, deny him repoſe, ; 

And the moments but vary, to vary his woes.“ 


$0 M6. 
THE BANKS OF YARROW. 
By Miſs Berries. 


1 HE morn was fair—ſoft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing. 
The buds did bow with ſilver dew, 

Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 
When on the bent, wi blithe content, 

I firſt met Jem my marrow ; | 
Whate' er betide, 1'l] be his bride, 

Upon the banks.of Yarrow: 
With him I'] ſtray, 
Upon the banks of Yarrow. 


£6 


„ 
How ſweet his face, where ev'ry grace, 
And manly beauty's planted; 
His ſmiling een, and comely mien, 
That nae perfection wanted: 
I'll never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow, 


While his dear ſmiles all doubt beguiles, 


Upon the banks of Yarrow. 


O Jem if you ſhou'd prove untrue, 


My ghaiſt wou'd ſoon affright ye; 


But if you're kind, wi joyful mind 


Pl ſtudy to delight ye: 
Our years around wi love are crown'd, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow ; 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
Upon the banks of Yarrow ! | 
e Nil thee, Cc. 
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Sung by Mis: Poole. 


a pat, 


bes the tender emotions with which it is fiez'd; 
To the ſhepherds bewitching gay innocent chat, | 


I could liſten for ever O dear I'm fo . 


Mitb him, Ge. 


HEN Strephon appears how my heart, pit 


By 


St 


[9 3 


Tho' my grandmother frowns and proteſts I'm too 


oung, 


With the leſſons of Cupid fo ſoon to be teiz'd ; 


But fo ſweet is the honey that falls from his tongue, 


That I laugh at my grannum — O dear I'm fo 
pleas'd. 1 e 
Shou'd he aſ me to wed, as he hinted to day, 
When my hand he ſoft and ſo tenderly ſqueez'd ; 


He's to pretty a ſwain, that I can't lay him nay, 


I'm reſolv d to be married -O dear I'm ſo pleas'd, 


s O N G. 


I AM NOT TWENTY. 
Sung by Miſs Newman. 


A S thro? the grove, the other day 
I gang'd fo blithe and bonny; 
Who ſhou'd I meet upon the way, 
But my true love Johnny ! 
With eager haſte, 
He claſp'd my waiſt, 
And kiſſes gave me plenty; 
Tho? I denied 
And thus replied, 
Dear lad I am not twenty.“ 


What's that to me, the ſhepherd cried, 
You're old enough to marry ; 

Then come dear laſs and be my bride, 

No longer let us tarry: 


l 
But let's be gone, 

O' er yonder lawn, 
Where lads and laſſes plenty, 
, Are fill'd with joy, 

And kiſs and toy, 

Altho' they are not teuty. 


I liſten'd to 1 ſoothing tale, 
And gang'd wi him ſo rarely; 
With ſong and pipe he did prevail, 

He won my wiſhes fairly: 
O he's the lad, 
That makes me glad, 
With kiſſes ſweet — plenty; 
So I declare, 
By all that's fair, 
PI wed tho? not 1925 twenty. 


s ON G. 
THE QUEEN OF HEARTS. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


AREWE L to the Park and the Play, 
Farewel Aſſembly and Ball; 

Ve Parties ſo frolic and gay, 
Wich pleaſure farewel to you all ! 

No jays can I now find ia wine, 

Shot thro? with fly Cupid's keen darts: 
My freedom, well pleas'd, I reſign, 

To ad the fair queen of hearts: 


5 — — 
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| For Lucy I ſigh, 

| | For Lucy I die; 

| For Lucy the fair queen of hearts. 


Tho' beauties are plenty I own, 
Regardleſs I view their dull charms ; 

1 Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone, 

= But beauty and merit dilarms: 

Inſipid to me all their ſaces, 


| In vain they play off all their art; 


Compar'd to the numberleſs graces, 
Ot Lucy the fair queen of hearts 
EP Far Lucy, r. 
She liſtens to all that I ſay, 
She bluſhes whenever we meet; 
Tho? with others ſhe's lively and gay, 
With me ſhe is grave and diſcteet: 
To church then I'll lead my fair bride, 
And ſcorning deceitful baſe arts; 
Still happy whate'er may betide, 
With Lucy the fair queen of hearts. 


8 ON G. 
. or MAY. 
„ 

HE Hawthorn is ſwcetiy in bloom, - 
And dai'ys bedeck the gay mead; 


The roſe ſheds its richeſt pertume, 
And:each Tove-tale of youth muſt ſucceed 


For Lucy, Sc. 


An! 
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Ah! why in this ſeaſon of joy, 
Ah: why is my ſhepherd away? 


| While abſent the ſeaſons but cloy, 


And vain is the cn of May. 


When forc'd from our plains to depart, 


The ſwain was ſe gentle and kind, 
His ſighs ſpoke the pangs of his heart, 
To leave his poor Daphne behind: 

Yet why, in this ſeaſon of joy, 
Ah! why does my Corrydon ſlay ; 


"While abſent all ſeaions muſt cloy, 


And loſt are the pleaſures of May. 


In vain I've collected each flow'r, 
With woodbine entwin'd ev'ry tree; 
In vain have bedeck'd the gay bow'r, 


Unleſs it is deck'd thus for thee : 


Then come, my dear Corrydon, come,” 

I be fields and the meadows are gay! 

No joys can y OO while you roam, 
s when enliven'd by May. 


Like our pl 


SONG. 


THE KISSING SONG, 


He met N due in the * 


OUNG Damon was whiſtling briſk and gay, 
With waiſtcoat fo red and ſtockings ſo gray; 
Juſt merrily merrily come from the fair, 


Come 


—_— 
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Come kiſs me, ſays he, 
I won't, ſays ſhe, 
* ou' re bold and I hate you I do declare. 


He offer'd a ribbon her hair to bind, | 
Dear Suſan come kiſs and in pity be kind; 


Or I'll hang in a fit of deſpair. 


Deſpair cried the maiden is blind: 
Then kiſs me, ſays he, 
I Won't, lays ſhe, 
You think that love you, I don't I declare. 


Shall we go to the Parſon? he rogu N ſaid, 
She _— cried yes, bluſh'd and he d down her 
hea 
With a look that diſpel'd all his care, 
For ſhe found that he wiſh'd her to wed: 
Well kiſs me, ſays he, 
I will, ſays ſhe, 


- Pll kifs when we're wed, not till then I declare. 


TEE HEAVY HEART, 


_ by Miſs . 


Low. on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſoothe my tender grief, 

Vour ſolemn muſic lulls my pains, 
And yields a ſhort relief: 


J 
* 
1 
{ 
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* 
— 0 — —— » - 
CCC 


— —— — * 


| [42] 
| Ohl my heart, my heavy, heary heart, 
Swells as twould burſt in twain; | 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe the ſmart, 
Nor 1 conceal 1 its pain. 


The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes; 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſions of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know; 

Ariſes from ſucceisful love, 

If not, the greateſt woe. 


05 my heart, &c. 
S ON 8. 


BACCHUs's BOAST. 


dung by Mr. Incledon. 


"HO Bacchus may boaſt of his —— 


bowl, 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 


Such worſhip, alas! has no charms for the foul, 


When otter devotion the ſenſes invite: 
To tae arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow; 


But to fancy that feeds on the charms of the fair, . 


-M he death of reflection 5 the cure of all woe. 
ee What 


Ob! * heart, Sc. 
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What foul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 


With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
F or a tear that bedews ſenfibility's ſhrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun : 
Each change and exceſs hath 3 life been =y 
doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro' the gloom, 
But love's the true ſun- ſhine that gladdens our 
life. 


Come chen, roſy Venus, 4 4 o'er my fight, 


The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ; 
Awake in my breaft the ſoft dream of delight, 


And drop from thy Myrtle one leaf in my bowl: 
'Then deep will 1 drink of the near divine, | 


Nor e' er, jolly God, from thy banquet remove; 


But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by n and . by 


love. 
= 3 
THE REPETITION. 


Surg by Miſs Peal. 


5 UNG Willy woo'd me long in van. 
In ev'ry place he met me; 
Ahl do you love me, ſaid the ſwain? 
How ren mult J ak ye? 


[ 
4 
} 
1 
= 
| 


2 


Why no, you fooliſh ſwain, ſays I, 


Ah! muſt I then avoid your view, 


But, ah! how vaia the (ill of ſong, 


4131 


I hardly could my love deny, 
For love him I did really; 


How often muſt I tell ye ? 


Ah! muſt I always ſhun ye? 1 
Then tell me O my deareſt Sue, © | 


How often muſt I 4 K ye? OT M. 
At length he aſk'd my hand, and cried, rs 

Ald deareſt do you love me: ; T! 
Why yes, ſaid l, — ſoftly ſigh'd, „ 

How often muſt I tell __ Wha 


THE NIGHTINGALE. 


** General 8 


HE ſleepleſs bird, from eve to morn, 
Renews her plaintive ſtrain 
Preſſes her boſoin to the thorn, . 
And courts th” inſpiring pain. 


To wake the vocal air; 
With paſſiv. trembling on the tongue, 
And in the heart deipair, | | 
SONG. | 
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THE REMEDY. 


| 7 HILE from my looks, fair nymph, you gueſs 
Tae ſecret paſſions of my — a 


My conſcious eyes, you ſay, confeſs 


A heart to love and grief inclin'd. - 


There wants, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal ſecret found; 


With the ſame eaſe you threw the dart, 


Tis certain you can cure the wound. 


THE CONTENTED MAID. 
7 By George Keate, EA. 


E T me live remov'd from noiſe, 


Remov'd from ſcenes of pride and ſtrife; 
And only taſte thoſe tranquil joys, | 


Which heaven beſtows on rural life! 


Innocence ſhall guide my youth, 


Whilſt nature's paths I ſtill purſue: 
Each ſtep I take be mark'd with truth, 
And virtue ever be my view. 


Adieu, ye gay, adieu, ye E 5 


I fee you all without a ſigh; 
Contented with my happier fate, 
In filence let me live and die: 


* 
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Sweet peace I'II court to follow me, 
And woo the graces to my cell ; 

For all the graces love to be | 
Where innocence and virtue dwell. 


8 ON 8. 
1HE TENDER WISH. 


By Peter Pinar, E/q. 


ROM her, alas! whoſe ſmile was love, 


I wander to ſome lonely cell; 


My ſighs too wenk the maid to move, 


I bid the flatt'rer hope farewel. 


Be all her little arts forgot, 


That fill'd my boſom with alarms, 
Ah! let her crime a little ſpot= - 
Be loſt amidit her blaze of charms. 


As on I wander ſlow, my fighs, 


At ev' ry ſtep, for Cynthia mourn : 
My anxious heart within me dies, 


And, finking whiſpers, O return,” 


|  Deluded heart! thy folly know, 


Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame ; 
By abſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe, 
And only flutter at her name. 


FI 


| 4} 
$ 0 N 6. 
ABSENCE LAMENTED. 


E ks and ſwains, that ſweetly EY | 
On 'I weed*s fam'd banks, ur — La; | 

Ah! ſay what nappy tpot detains 
My _— ſince ihe left theſe plains ? 


Say, in what bow? r, beneath what ſhade, 
Soft ſlumbers lul: the gentle maid; _ 
For love ſhall zend me wings tg ay, 

And you "rful fancy place me nigh. 


Alas! the bliſsful ſcene how chang' . 
Mere once we both with pleature rang'd ! 
Not half ſo fair the lily iprings, 


Not . ſo tweet the linnet kings, 


Haſte then, my lovely fair, once more, 


Oh haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore; 3 


And April's clouds ſhall imile as gay, 
As all the blooming ſweets of May. 


Vet rather may the fates deny 


Thy beauties to my longing eye, 


If ime a cruel change has wrought, 
On I weed a ſweeter leſſon taught | 


But ſhould thy faithful ſhepherd find 

His lovely Sally ſtill is kind, 

Fhen abſence ſhall thy charms improve, 
And I with double rapture love. 


sONG. 
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HOP 
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By Dr. Goldſmith. 


HE wretch conde 


mn'd with life to part, 


Still, fill on Hope relies; 
And ev'ry pang that rends the heart 


Bids expectation riſe. 


- Hope, like the glimm'ring tapers light, c 
Adorns and cheers the way ; 
And ſtill, as darker grows the night, 


Emits a brighter ray. 


$ o N G. 


THE ALTERATION. 


And tell the gath'ring tem 


HE N clouds that 3 face deform, 
Anxious I view the growing ſtorm; 
When angry light'nings arm thine eye, 


peſt nigh : 


I cutiſe the ſex, and bid adieu 
To female friendſhip, love, and you. 


But when ſoft paſſions rule 


your - breaſt, 


And each kind look ſome love has dreſt ; 
When cloudleſs {miles around you play, 


And give the world a holiday : 


J bleſs the hour when firſt I 


Dear female friendſhip, love, and vou. 


knew 
SONG. 
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Ss. Q- N G: 
THE POWER OF LOVE, 
By L. Macknally, E/. 


H E northern blaſt, that chilling blows 
Adown the mountain's ſnowy fide, 

he tendril bites, a pd blight's the roſe, 

| And withers all the valley's pride. 

| 


More fatal bites not, through the grove, 


| V The Winter's ſharp and canker'd tooth, 
Than doth the blight of hopeleſs love 


The tender bud of hapleſs youth. 


$0. N 6G. 


. TO THE SOUTH Downs. 


By Mi Smith. 
H, hills belov'd! where once an happy child, 


Your bezchen * « your turf, your flowers 
among,? 


3 I wove your blue bells into garlands wild, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs og, 


ST 7 9% EL... 


Ah, hills belov'd, your turf, your flowers remain, 
But can they peace to this ſad breaſt reſtore; 

For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 
And teach a breaking heart to throb no more. 


D as 17 5 And — 


Ah, no! when all, e'en hope's laſt ray 1s gone, 3 


= 
And you, Aruna, in the vale below, 
As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear; 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, 
To drink a long oblivion to my care? 


There's no oblivion—but in death atone 


* 
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THE BUD OF THE KOSE, 


E R mouth with a ſmile, | 

Devoid of all guile, „ 

HFalf open to view; | 
Is the bud of the roſe, 


In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r-ſcented heath | 
At the dawning of day ; vr 
The hawthorn in bloom | 
The lily's perfume, ; 


. 2 5 


Or the bloſſoms of May. 


SONG. 
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8 O N 6. 
THE BEE, 


H! filly elf, that roſe to fip, 
While Delia ſleeping lies! 
ou little fool, go taſte her lip, 
Devour her balmy ſighs. 


| Thoſe lips, which make the roſe look pale, 
Eclipſe its brighteſt hue, 

Her neck the lily of the vale, 
Her eyes the vi'lets blue. 


"theo charms ſurpaſs the flow! rs of ſpring, 
Oh! ſoftly them invade ; 
Nor dare to uſe your venom'd ſting, 
To wound the — maid. 
S O NG. 


N AD RIA. 


Tranſlated from the F rench | David Garrick, E He. 


* 


OR me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet ; 

As oft the kiſs'd the gift of love, | 
ler breath gave lweetneſs to the ſweet 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe, 
Had crept, the neQar'd dew to ſip; 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And faſtens on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the iveets of Spring, . 


Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 


Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left the ſting, 


And with the honey fled away. 
Then to th' affrighted fair I flew, 


And, haſting to relieve the ſmart; 


I kis'd the gentle maid, and drew 
The ſubtle poiſon to my heart. 


————— . — — 


s ON G. 
By David Garrick, E. 


VE awhile ſweet fleep deceive me, 
| Fold me in thy downy arms; 


Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull me with thy potent charms. 


I. a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, 

Quitting yours, the parent's neſt ; 

Find each bird a bird of prey, 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 


SONG. | 
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less r. 
By Willian Shakeſpeare, By. 
1 Y bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waiting Summer flies; 


| Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Dor ſtorms nor night ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
| O! love has fetters ſtronger far; 

By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt, 
When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt: 
Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay, Y 
Away, my Jeſſe, haſte away. | 


— 


| © © » ns 
| FAITHLESS LOVE. = 
5 Mr.. Barbauld. 


As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd, ” 

| 8 The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 

| And mourn'd a falſe ungrateful youth; 
While dying echoes caught the ſound | 

And ſpread the ſoft complaints around 

3, | Df broken vows and alter'd truth. 

| — An 


I 


= | A aged ſhepherd heard her moan, 

3 And thus in pity's kindeſt tone 

* Addreſs' d the loſt, deſpairing maid : 

1 Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy fair, to grieve, 
18 For ſounds, tho” ſweet, can ne'er relieve 


A breaking heart by love betray d. . 


« Why ſhouldf thou waſte ſuch precious ſhow? n, 
That fall like dew on wither'd flow'rs, 
But dying paſſion ne'er reſtor d; 
In Beauty's empire is no mean, 
: And woman, either ſlave or queen, | 
EE Is quickly N when | not ador d.) 


* Thoſe liqui [en from either eye, 
Which might an Eaſtern empire buy, 
Unvalued here and fruitleſs fall; 
No art the ſeaſon can renew, 
When love was young, and 3 true, 
Neo tears a wand' ring heart recal,? 
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. : Ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, thy tears are vain, 

Wa, Should thoſe fair orbs 1 in drops of rain 

Vie with a weeping Southern ſky : 

For hearts o rus with love and grief | 

All nature yields but one relief ; | 
Die, hapleſs Araminta, die ry 


n 


SONG. 
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HOPE. 


OP E, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Parent of each joy divine! 
Ev'ry balmy ſweet poſſeſſing, 
Ev'ry promis'd bliſs be thine. 


gofteſt friend to heart-felt anguiſh, 
Lend, O! lend thy pow'rful aid; 
Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 
Cheer the fond deſpairing maid, 


8 O N 8. 
THE PROMIS“ D HOUR, 
By M. Cunningham. 
HERE the fond zephyr thro' the woodbine 


plays, 
And wakes ſweet fragrance in the mantling- 
bow*r; 
Near to that grove my lovely 8 ſtays 
Impatient—for tis paſt the promis d hour. 


Lend me thy light, O ever- ſpark'ling ſtar, 

Bright Heſper, in thy glowing pomp array'd; 

Look down, look down, from thy all-glorious car, 
And beam protection on a wand'ring maid ; 


FB Tis 
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Tis to eſcape the penetrating ſpy,  _ 
And paſs uanotic'd from malignant ſight ; 
This dreary waſte, full reiolute, I try, 
And truſt my footſteps to the ſhades of night. 


The moon has ſlipt behind an envious cloud, 
Her ſmiles, ſo gracious, I no longer view: 
Let her remain behind that envious ſhroud, 


i hopes, bright Helperus, depend on you. | 


No rancour ever reach'd my harmleſs breaſt, 

I hurt no birds, nor rob the buſtling bee; 

Hear then what love and innocence requeſt, 
And thed your kindeſt influence on me. 


Thee Venus loves, — firſt twinkler of the ſky, 
Thou art her ftar,—in golden radiance gay; 

On my diſtreſſes caſt a pitying eye, 
Aſſiſt me—for, alas! I've loſt my way. 


I ſee the darling of my foul—my love! 
Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell; 


He leads me to the boſom of the grove; 


| Thanks, gentle ſtar—kind Heſperus, farewel. 


$0 NG. 
THE ROSE. 


YI EST, beauteous flow'r, and bloom anew, 

To court my paſſing love; 

Glow in his eye with brighter hue, 
And all thy form improve. 


+ 
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And while thy balmy odours teal, 


To meet his equal breath, 


| Tet thy ſoft bluſh, for mine, reveal 


Th' imprinted kiſs beneath. 


—C x——— — 
S O N G. 
THE INFLUENCE or LOVE. 
. V. Sbenſtone, E/q. 
row pleas'd, within my native bow'rs, 


Erewhile I paſs the. day 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs ? 


Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 


And all the landſcape round : 


| The river gliding down the dale, 


The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when, urg'd by tender woes, 


I ſpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and ftream my zeal oppoſe, 


And check my fond career. 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 

Their wonted charms I ſee; | 
'The verdant hill and filver ſtream 

Divide my nn EE 

| 0 5 
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$ONG 
THE DESPONDING SWAIN. 


HEN once I with Phillida ſtray'd, 
Where rivers run murmuring by ; 
I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made, 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 


For my wealth by her kiſſes 1 told ; 
I thought myſelf richer by far 
1 Than he that had mountains. of u 


| But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The kiſſes I once thought my ]] n 

Are beſtow'd wh a happier ſwain : 
But cea'e, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
That her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, 

And as fickle as Midſummer dew. 


© Phillis! ſo fickle and fair, | 

Why did you my love chen approve * 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro? deſpair 
 T foon had forgotten to love: 

You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 

'. You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 
could not ſuſpect the deceit, 

But gave my boofe ſails to the wind, 


_ — — 
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When | 
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That in her hair 
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When tempeſts the ocean deform, 


And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtor m, 
Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore : : 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, | 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 
His art he too credulous tries, 


And, failing, is ſhipwreck'd like me. 
$ 0 N 6. 
CHARMS OF CHLOE. 
By Matthew Prior, E/q- 


HE pride of very grove I choſe, 
The vi'let fweet and lily fair; 

The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 

o deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn * nymph vouchſaf d to place, 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 


Tze flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 


The icent leſs Coane than her breath. 


The flow'rs he wore along the day, 
And ev'ry nymph and gn her ſaid, 
"they Lock dd more gay, 
Than glowing in their native bed. 


D 6 SONG. 
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ro THE SOUTHERN GALES. 


* E Southern gales, that ever fly 

In 'frolic April's vernal train, 
Who, as ye ſkim along the ſky, 
[i Dip your light pinions in the main: 
| Then ſhake them fraught with genial ſhow'rs, 
Yer blooming Flora's primroſe bow'rs. 
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Now ceaſe awhile your wanton ſport, 
Now drive each threat'ning cloud away ; 
Then to the flow'ry vale reſort, 
And hither all its ſweets convey : 
And ever as ye dance along, 
With ſofteſt murmurs aid my ſong. 


——  — —  — 
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S O N G. 


THE VALENTINE OF HOPELESS LOVE, 


| .. + vale, | 5 
The latent primroſe rears her ſickly head; 
The virgin ſnow-drop decks her verdant bed, 
And vr lets blue perfume the paſſing gale. 


The tuneful linnet plumes her ſpeckled wing, 

The tender ſtock-dove cooes in ev'ry grove ; 
The ſoaring lark fings loud the ſong of love, 

All nature owns thy influence, genial Spring. 
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AK D by the breath of Spring, in ev'ry 


| 
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All—all but me!—condemn'd by wayward Fam, 


To bear love's keeneſt arrow in my breaſt ; 


Tis vain to wiſh—to hope, alas: too late!— 


No change of ſeaſon brings my boſom reſt. 


A tear from thee is all the boon I crave, | 
To whet the with'ring ſod that marks my grave. 


$8: 0. N 8. 
DAMON AND FLAVIA. 
a | 


TE AR a ſmooth river's lonely fide, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently ghde, 
A ſecret grotto ſtands ; 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 


| Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade, 


The work of Nature's hands. 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been 
Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, 

Poor injur'd Flavia ſought; 
But—to complain of Damon's vow 


© There made and broke —ſhe choſe it now, 


With rage and ſorrow fraught. 


The hollow rock, where ſhe teclin'd, | 

She thought was like falfe Damon's mind; 
His dark deſign— the ſhade: | 

The deep ſmooth ſtream —his tempting face, 


Its ſound—his tongue's deluding grace, 


That won, and chat ES 
Damon's 
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62 ] 
Damon, one ev'ning as he ſtray N, 
To meet ſome other tender maid, 


O'erheard her mournful plaint: 


Her fighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair, 
Infected all the neighbouring air, 
And forc'd him to relent. 


And now ſhe thinks, fince Damon's kind, 
The ſte ady rock ſtill like his mind; 

His love—the friendly ſhade: 

The clear ſmooth ftream—his lov ely face, 

Its ſoothing ſound—the tongue's ſoft grace, 
| 1 all her woes repaid. 


8 No more be ear d, then, une $ powers ! ! 
Tis fancy all our blits devours, 
Or gives content, we find: 
Men may be happy, if they pleaſe; 
We are ourſerves our own. diſeaſe; 
| The fault is in the mind.“ 


$ 0 N 8. 
THE TRANSPORTED YOUTB, 
Tranfated by Mr. Phillips. 
) LEST as th'immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee ; 


And ſees, and hears thee, all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile, 


Twas 


Twas | 
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Twas this depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſports toſt, 


My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd ; a ſudden flame 


Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, ” 


I tainted, ſunk, and died away. 


SAPPBO. 
| By Dr. Smpllet. 


HEN Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain, 
| W The liſt' ning wretch forgot his pain; 
With art divine the lyre ſhe ſtrung, | 
Like thee ſhe play'd, like thee ſhe ſung. 


For, while ſhe ſtruck the quiv'ring wire, 

The throbbing brea&t-was all on fre; 

And when ſhe tun'd the vocal lay, 

The captive ſoul was charm'd away. lar 
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But, had ſhe added ill to theſe 
Thy ſofter, chaſter pow'r to pleaſe ; 
Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth, 

Thy native imiles of artleſs truth. 


Bhe ne'er had pin'd beneath diſdain, 
She ne'er had play'd and ſung in vain; 
Diſpair had ne'er her ſoul poſſeſt, f 
To daſh on rocks the tender breaſt. 


WT TS 2 
| BEAUTY RESISTLESS. 
By Lord Lanſdown. 


DREPAR'P to rail, reſolv'd to part, 
When I approach the perjur'd maid; 


Mat is it awes my tim'rous heart? 


Why is my tongue afraid? 


Wich the leaſt glance a little kind, 


Such wond”rous pow'r have Mira's charms, 


She calms my doubts, enſlaves my mind, 


And all my rage diſarms. 


Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When gazing on that form divine; 


Her injur d vaffal trembling bows, 


Nor dares her ſlave repine. 
4 SONG: 
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S ON s. 


FAIREST OF THE FAIR, 
By Percy. 


O Nancy wilt thou go with me, 
1 Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 3 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, | 
The lowly cot and rufſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Nancy, when thou'rt far away, 

1 Wilt Gon was caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, canſt face the parching ray, 

> Nor ſhrink before the wint'ry wind? 
DOD can that ſoft and gentle mein 

Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear; 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go? 

Or, when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pangs of woe? 

Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 

Nor, wiſtful, thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 

Whers thou wert faireſt of the fair? 2 


* 


| „ 
And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ?— 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 
Aud cheer with ſmiles tne bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes fo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


5 O N G. 


TO CYNTHIA. 


+ 


HERE is one dark and ſullen ur, 
k. Which fate decrees our lives ſhould know ; 
„ - Elſe we ſhould flight th' Almighty Pow'r, 
ix Wrapt in the joys we find below: 
Tis paſt, dear Cynthia! now let frowns be gone, 
A long, long penance I have done, 
For crimes, alas! to me unknown. 
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In each ſoft hour of ſilent night, 
Your image in my dream appears; 
I graſp the ſoul of my delight, 
_ Slumber in joys, but wake in tears: 
Ahl faithleſs, charming Saint, what will you do? 
Let me not think I am by you e 
Lov'd lets, for being true. 
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FLAVIA, 
By W. Shenſtone, E/q. 


JERHADPS it is not love, ſaid J, 

That melts my foul when F lavia's nigh; 
E Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
| One may be pleas'd and yet be free. 


» 

The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find ; 
The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well, 


It is not love—averſe to bear 

The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
| Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts diſpel—it is not love. 


| Oh! when did wit fo brightly ſhine, 
In any form leſs fair than thine? 
It 15—it is love's ſubtle fire, 
And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 


— — 
s O N G. 
TO REMEMBRANCE, 
SOFT Remembrance ! airy ſprite ! 
Thou ſecond life of bliſs and pain : 
Exquiſite ſenſe of keen 2 | 


Who giv'ſt our feelings back again, 
” 


| f 68 } 
How bright thy downy ſlumbers are! 
Where love with tender fancy beams: 
The ſweeteſt notes, which fleet in air, 
Awake at once thy fairy dreams, 


But Hope, too long deluded, joins 

No more with thine her lovely form; 
Nor copies, from thy fainter lines, 
The ſcenes her ſtrong ideas warm. 
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BEAUTY DEFIN'D., 


T" not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 
That ſwim with pleaſure and delight; 
Nor thoſe fair heav'nly arches which arite 
DOb'er each of them to ſhade their light: 
Tis not that hair which plays with ev'ry wind, 
And loves to wanton round thy face; 
Now ſtraying o'er thy forehead, now behind 
Retiring with inſidious grace. SO, 


* 


Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 

As new-ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair; 

Nor e'en that gentle imile, the heart's delight, 
With which no ſmile could e'er compare: 

Tis not that chin fo round, that neck ſo fine, 
Thoſe breaſts that ſwell to meet my love; 

That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine, 
Nor aught below, nor aught above. 
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Ties not the living colours over each, 
By Nature's fneft pencil wrought, 


To ſhame the freſh- blown roſe, and blooming peach, 


And mock the happicft painter's thought: 
But tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 
So kindly anſwering my deſire; 


That grace with which you look, and ſpeak, — 


move, 
That thus have ſet my ſoul on fire, 


: CHARMS OF D EI. IA. 


By Dr. gelle. 


DIEU, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly flow, | 
Ve vernal airs, that ſoftly blow ; 
Ye plains, by blooming Spring array'd, 
Ve birds, that warble chrough the ſhade. 


5 Unhurt from you my ſoul could fly, 


Nor drop one tear, nor heave one ſigh ; 
But, forc'd from Deha's charms to part, 
All} Joys deſerts wy * heart. 


O! fairer than the dewy morn, 
When flow'rs the verdant fields adorn ; 
Unſullied as the * enial ray, 


That warms the * breeze of May, 
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Thy charms divinely bright appear, 
And add new ſplendour to the year; 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 


And gild with joy the dreary _ 


HYMEN., 


By M. P. Hndrews, E/z. 


Is yours to poſſeſs, if you practiſe no harm, 
In the fulneſs of joy, life's molt exquiſite 5 


charm; 


What no wealth can procure, what no pow'r can 


remove, 


That pureſt of paſſions, the virgin's firſt love. 


How ſweet, in the candour of —_ to impart 


The earlieſt impreſſion that fixes the heart 


Which fondly betrays, while it ſtrives to reprove 
The France, and the high, : and the whiſper ot loy e. 


O! cheriſh that bliſs, which fo rarely is found, 
Be your vows with the wreath of fidelity crown'd ; 
Then bleſt in the wife, new endearments you'li 
prove, 


To equal the charms of the virgin's ficit love. 
$8ONG. 
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IN A SHADY VALLEY, NEAR A RUNNING. 
sx RING. | 


RETIREMENT. 


By I. nn. Ei. 


„ E T me haunt this peaceful ſhade, 


Nor let ambition eder invade 


The tenants of this leafy bow'r, 


That ſhun her paths, and ſlight her pow'r. 


Hither the plaintive halcyon flies, 
From ſocial meads and open ſkies ; | 
Pleas'd, by this rill, her courſe to ſteer, 


And hide her ſapphire — here. 


The trout, bedropt with crimſon ftains, 
Forſakes the river's proud domains: 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 


To lurk within this humble ſtream. 


And fare I heard the Naiad ſay, 


Flow, flow, my ſtream! this devious "ay 3 ; 
Though lovely ſoft thy murmurs are, 


Thy T0, lovely cool and fair, 


5 Flow, gentle fiream! nor let the vain, 


Thy ſmall unſullied ftores diſdain ; 
Nor let the penſive ſage repine, 


| Whoſe latent courſe reſgmbles Os” 
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THE ROSE-BUD. 


' By V. Shenſtone, Ejq. 


EE, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe, | 

| How bright beneath the buſh it glows ; . 
How ſafely there it lurks conceal'd, 

How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd! * 


The Sun with warm attractive rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze; 

A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſſcies, 
5 And all its bluſhing radiance dies. 


Then guard, my fair, your charms divine, 
And check the iond defire to ſhine, 
Where tame's tranfporting rays allure, 
While here more happy, more ſccure. 
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The breath of {ome negleQed maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the hade; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 

As, to che rofe, an eaſtern wind. 
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The nymph reply'd, Vou firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the plain; | 
One envious tongue alike diſarms, | 
You, of your wit, —me of my charms, 
What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill? ” 
Or what, unknown, the poet's ſkill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 


Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen?” . | | | 
| SONG. | 
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TO A YOUNG LADY». 
Y . Shenftone, Ei. 


| CURVE, my fair! that lucid ſtream, 
* Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding way? 


So pleas'd 1 view thy ſhining” hair 
In looſe diſhevell'd ringlet's flow ; © 
Not all thy art, nor ail thy care, - 
Can there one fingle grace beſtow. 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt ſkill 
Inſtruct one flow'r to pleaſe us more. 


As vain it were with artful dye,  _ 
Jo change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe, 
| And oh!. may Laura, ere ſhe try, 

3 With freſh vermillion paint the roſe! 


Fark, how the woodlark's tuneful throat 
Can ev'ry ſtudy'd grace excel; 
Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, Laura, — ſo well? 


E 
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Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no pedantic rules confin d! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 

So Laura's words be not unkind. - 


| dent 
Zy Dr. Jobs ſen. 
1 Phoebus down the weſtern ſky, 
Far hence diffuſe thy burning ray; 


y light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 
And wake them to the cares of Day. 


Come, gentle eve, the friend of eaſe, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night; 
Refreſh me with a cooling breeze, 
And cheer me with a lambent light. 


Lay me, where Oer the verdant ground 
Her living carpet nature ſpreads ; 


Where the green bow'r, with roſes crown'd, 


In ſhow'rs its fragrant foliage ſheds. 


Improve the peaceful hour with wine, 
Let muſic die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
And ev'ry ſtrain betun'd to love. 


come 


BEE 
Come, Stella, queen of all my heart, 
Come, born to fill its vaſt defires ! 


Thy looks perpetual joys impart, 


Thy voice perpetual love inſpires. 


Whilk, all my wiſh, and thine complete, 


By turns we languiſh and we burn; 


Let ſighing gales our ſighs repeat, 
Our murmurs—murmuring brooks return. 


Let me, when nature calls to reſt, | 
And bluſhing ſkies the morn foretell, 
Sink on the down of Stella's breaſt, 
And bid the waking world farewel. 
| 4 | | 
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By the ſame, 
o more the morn, with tepid rays, 
Unfolds the flow'rs of various hue ; 


Noon ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 
Nor gentle eve diſtils the dew. 


The ling'ring hours prolong the night, 


Uſurping darkneſs ſhares the day; 
Her miſts reftrain the force of light, 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful ſway, 
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3 clomy twilight half reveal'd, 
Wich ſighs we view the hoary hill ; 
The leafleſs wood, the naked field, 
The ſnow: topt cot, the frozen rill. 


No muſic warbles through the grove, 
No vivid colours paint the plain ; ; 
No mere with devious ſteps I rove 
Thro' verdant paths, now ſought in vain, 


Aloud the driving tempeſt roars, | f 
Congeal'd, impetuous ſhow' rs deicend : 

Haſte, cloſe the window, bar the doors, 
Fate leaves me Stella and a friend. 


In nature's aid, let art ſupply 
With light and heat my little ſphere 

Rouze, rouze the fire and pile it high, 
Light up a conttellation here. 


Let mafic found the voice of joy, 
Or mirth repeat the jocund tale; 

Let love his wanton wiles employ, 
And o'er the ſeaſon wine peeve. 


Yet Time life's FOES winter brings, 3 

When mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more; 
Nor muſic charm—tho” Stella ſings, 

Nor love nor wine the ſpring reſtore. 


Catch then, 0 catch the tranſient hour, 
Improve each moment as it flies; 
Life's a ſhort ſummer—man a flow'r, 


He dies, alas! how ſoon he dies ! 


(37 4 
$ Oo N G. 
RURAL CONTENT. , 
By Mr. Malle. 


F thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the rich and ftately bed; 

The new-mown hay and breathing flow 'r 
A ſofter couch beneath them {pread. 


If thoſe os fit at hepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte by wanton art ; 

They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take 1 it with a cheerfal heart. 


e 
THE CAPTIVE. 
By Mrs. Jobrſon. 
T 1 of day, a 8 paſs d 


: Where deadly ſnares were ſet; 
A lark, with piercing cries and throbs, 
Was ſtrugg ling in the net. 


The flutt' ring pris 'ner beg'd his life, 
Ol pity me, he ſaid; 
*Twould kill my harmleſs babes and wile, 
"70 hear that I K. dead. 
3 


. 
I hurt no creature, for the whole 
Of birds will vouch for me; | 
Nor have thy rich poſſeſſions ſtol'n,. | 
Loet innocence be free, 


One grain, indeed, this Fatal morn, 
I took—'twas all I did; 

To die for one poor grain of corn, 

Alas! kind Heav'n, fordid. : 


A red- breaſt, from a neighb'ring tree, 
Beheld his captive ſtate; 
Ah! ceaſe thy piteous plaint,” faid he, 
a Nor hope to ſhun your fate. 


Poor bird, be ſure thy death's decreed, 
=. eloquence will do; 

For, ah! the wretch, to whom you plead, 
Is judge Jy too.. 


His conſort, then, in 1 of food, 
Her helpleſs birds to rear; 

Was picking, by the fatal ſpot, 
Where lay her tangled dear? 


With mournful and inceſſant ſcreams, 
She did for pity call; 

Oh! fave him, fave him!” was her cry, 
Or take my life and all. 


« For, when he's gone, who all aſũſt 
To raiſe our callow yornp ?? | 

7 o hear their fimple, ſorrow ing ftrain, 
The farmer's heart was wrung. 
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1 
Reflecting on their tender grief, 
And touch'd by mercy's plea; 
With ready hands he loos'd the ſtring, 
And ſet his pris'ner free, | 


The tuneful warbler, with his mate, 
Enraptur'd, took the wing; 
And, while ſuſpended in the air, 
A ſong of thanks did ſing. 


The red-breaſt, ſeeing pity ſhewn, 
Rejoicing, took his flight; | 
Nor did the farmer's feeling heart 
Experience leſs delight. 


MORNING. 


By Mr. Wallwyn. 
| A URORA tips with geld the waving pine, 
A That from yon awful cliff o'erhangs the deep; 
er ringlets, grac'd with gems, on billows ſhine, 
Whilſt night and filence join'd to caverns creep, 


The trees, at Zephyr's call, begin to play, 

The birds, in mattins join'd, their carols fing 3 
The fragrant bloſſoms incenſe in the day, 
Whilſt nature's temple opens for her king. 
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The dews; with fwcets befraught, kiſs Ether's breaſt; 

The miſts the lakes—the clouds cod mountains 
leave ; 


As if by Phoebus to be gaily dreſt, 
And heav'nly gifts from * s fount receive. 


Thaw fleeces, now refulgent, goat around, 
Adorning Hcav'n's high ſteep where walks the 
8 
There cherubs fit, their rolling ipheres to ſound 
According with the bliſs of "ae — | 


ON MEMORY. 
By Dr. Goldſmith. 


MEMORY! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain ; 
To former joys recurring ever, | 
And boning all the paſt to pain. 


Thou, like the world, thi oppreſt 5 
Thy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe; 

And he who wants each other bleſſing, 
In thee muſt ever find a foe. 


| SONG, 
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LOVE. © 
By Mr. Pratt. 
| A H! Love, who bade me Ianguiſh, 
| No more let me endure ; * 


7 Ceaſe, ceaſe at length to languilh, 
5 Thou ow'ſt thy ſlave a cure. 


Enough thy cruel arrows 
Have ſported with my heart ; 

Enough its faithful forrows - 
Have throbb'd in ev'ry part. 


Then, God of all my anguiſh, 
This fingle boon I claim; 

| Now let me ceaſe to languiſh, 
No trait ſubdue the flame. 


Or if, till mark'd for bleeding. 
Thy flavel muſt remain; 
Oh! let the wound ſucceeding 
Some worthier lover gain. 


t And love, with this complying, 
| Again let me endure; | 
I .hen keep thy victim ſighing, | 

And never grant a cure. . 


( 82 f 
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DAPHNE'S VISIT. 


By N. Shenſtone, E/q. 


With melting lay falute my love; 
My Daphne with your notes detain, 
Or 1 have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye fow? rs! before her Wache riſe, 
Diſplay at once Yar brighteſt dyes; 
That the your op'ning charms may ſee, 

Or what were all e charms to me. 


Kind Zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flower, 
And thed its odours round my bower; 

Or never more, O gentle wind, 

Shall I, from thee, retrethment ind. 


Ye ſtreams! if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft mur mur ſooth my fair, 
Or, oh! 'twöll deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds, 

May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful glcom; 
Or thou thalt prove her Damon's tomb. 


E birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 


f 83 1 
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SPRING. 


UB Spring with bniting face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; : 


The fields all mantled o'er with green, 


All deck'd m flow'rets gay: 


The feather'd ſongſter's of the grove 


All} Join in harmony and love. 


The W lark that cleaves the e ties, | 
Low builds her humble neſt; 


The rambling boy that finds the prize, 


Is ſure ſupremely bleſt: 
And, when the parent bird is flown, 


He haſtes and marks f it for his own. 


By Peter Pindar, Eſq. 


OOM'D by fortune's fickle ftar, 
Dear Maid! I ſeek the dang'rons wave; 
 Condemn'd from thee to wander far, 
| T0 love, and Delia's charms, a ſlave. 


Yet, ere thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit that boſom” s ſnowy white, 
Ohl Nymph, my tears, my ſighs receive, 
= And grant me „ laſt * | 


o 
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On each bright tear ſhall fancy dwell, 
And mem'ry each ſoft figh reſtore ; 
Thus doating on the ſweet farewel, 
Like miſer's on their golden ſtore. 


3 
THE COMPLAINT, 
By Peter Pindar, E/q. | 
no told'ft me, dear perfidious maid, | 
That Spring ſhould loſe her vary'd bloom; 
That Cynthia's filv'ry beam ſhould fade, 
And Sol no more the world illume: 


When thou, the pride of ev'ry grove, 
Shouldſt ceaſe to bleſs me with thy love. 


Spring boaſts her bloom, and Cynthia's rays 

Still chaſe the ſolemn ſhades of night; 

Whilſt Sol, with undiminiſn'd blaze, 
Pours on the globe his golden light: 


And yet, my trembling lips declare, 


That thou art falſe as thou art fair, 


But ſome will ſay, Ahl filly ſwain! 
How dares thy love to her aſpire; 
For whom a thouſand fig h in vain, 
And kindle with a hopeleſs fire?“ 
I own the folly ; but what breaſt 
Swells not with wiſhes to be bleſt? 


| $ONG, | 
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TO A LADY. 
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7 HILE theſe cloſe walls ker beauties hide, 
Por whoſe dear ſake forlorn I roves 

5 On the clear ſtream's oppoſing ſide 

I k̃he muſe ſhall wall my 1 love, 
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My love!—which nothing can out vie, 
Which never ſhall a period know : 

| Ye breezes, tell her as ye fly, | | | 
"VE waters bear it as ye flow. 2 | {13 


And tho? (by alc friends confin'd) 
My yielding fair I vainly crave, 

0 bring her murm entle wind, 

Har f image, ev'ry | pallng wave! 


Ah no!—Ye winds, her ſighs conceal, 
Nor you, ye waves, reflect her face; 
Leſt Æolus my paſſion feel, 5 
And Neptune ſue for her embrace. | FI 


Small need ye ſhould her accents bear, 
Dr to my view her form impart; 

| Whoſe voice dwells ever on my ear, 
Whaſe image ever in my heart. . 
SONG, 


> ot — ——ů— —u—Uv— - oo ; _ 


+ 1 86 f | 
s 0 N 6. 
RURAL CONTENT. 
By Lord Littleton. 


AVB. who bathe in courtly bliſs, 


Or toil in fortune's giddy ſphere, 


Do not too raſhly judge amits 
Of one who uves contented here, 


Nor yet diſdain the narrow bounds = 


That ſkirt this garden's ſimple pride; 


Nor yet deride the ſcanty mounds, 


That fence yon water's peaceful tide. 


The tenant of the ſhade forgive, 

For wand@ring at the clole.of day; 
With joy to fee the Rlow'rets live, 
And hear the linnet's temp'rate lay. 


And O remember, that from flirife, 
From fraudful hate and frantic glee; 

From ev'ry fault of poliſh'd life, 

Theſe ruſtie ſcenes are haply free, 
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Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 


Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion I view'd, 


On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt could die 3 
Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
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By Mr. . 
L E N Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe ipp'd o'er the 


een, 
Fair, 3 ſoft, artleſs, and kind ; 


And warmneſs with modeſty join'd : 
Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place ; 


And wander'd o'er every grace. 


ve 2 what luxuriance of beauty,” I oy, 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms; 


O, Fanny, how ſweet are thy charms ? 


Such tranſports my ſenſes invade, ö 
Young Damon ſtepp'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 


And left me to kiſs the dear ſhade. 
s 0 * 6. 
y Mr. Dibdin. 
WEET, melancholy bird, again 
As thou art wont at ev'ry eve, 


My hopeleſs ſorrow, in ſoft ſtrain, 
Ah! echo to me, and relieve. . 


„ 
Alas! to anſwer my ſad woe, 

In ſympathy all nature grieves ; 
The rivers ſeem with tears to flow, 


The Zephyr fighs amidſt the leaves. 


$ON<G. 
THE BIRDS. 


— the Same. 


RIGHT gems that twinkle from afar, 


Planets and ev'ry leſſer ſtar; 
Who, darting each a downward ray, 


Conſole us for the loſs of day. 


Begone! e'en Venus, who, ſo bright, 


Reflects her viſions pure and white; 


Inſtant begone, and quit the ſkies, 
For, lo the moon begins to riſe. 


ve pretty warblers of the grove, 
Who chaunt ſuch artleſs tales of love ; 


The throftle, gurgling in his throat, 
The linnet, with his ſilver note. 


The ſoaring lark, the whiſtling thruſh, 
The merry blackbird, goldfinch, huſh! _ 
Fly, vaniſh, diſappear, take wing, 


The nightingale begins to ſing. 
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Zy Dr. o mollert. | 


| HY fatal ſhafts unerring move, 

| I bow before thine altar, love ; 
I feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 

Glide ſwift thro” all my vital frame. 


For, while I gaze, my boſom glows, 
My blood in tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll, 


And floods of tranſport *whelm my ſoul. 


My flat ring tongue attempts in vain, 
In ſoothing numbers to complain 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 


My murmurs fink in broken fighs, 
Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear; 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I figh, 
Dnfriended live, unpity'd die. 
$0N 6. 
Sir Charles Sedley. 


| OT, Celia, that I juſter am, 
| Or truer than the reſt ; 


Were it my intereſt, 


For I would change each hour, like them, 


P 
= —— <tr mores * 
2 - 


__s ne ne © Ooh ern po 6 ATR „ 
_ "ith 


6 


[ 90 ] 
Hut I'm fo fix'd alone to thee, 
By ev'ry thought | have; 
That, thould you now my heart ſet free, 
Twould be again your ſlave. 


All that i in woman is ador d, 
In thy dear ſelf I find; 
For the whole ſex can but afford 
The handſome and the kind. 


Not to my virtue, but thy power, 
This conſtancy is due; 
When change itſelf can give no more, 

Tis OP to be true. 


0 N G. 
To Mr. Jackſon, of Exeter. 
By Peter Pindar, Eſq. 
NCHANTING Harmonift! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air,. 


That ſeems poor weeping virtue's hymn divine, 
Soothing che woun led boſom of deſpair. 


0 * what minſtrel of the ſky hath giv” n 
To ſwell the dirge, fo muſically lorn? 
Declare, hath dove-ey'd pity left her h2av'n, 
ans lent thy happy hae her lyre to mourn? 


— 
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[9]. F 
go ſad, thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts eomplain, 

| Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; 

| He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. 


5 0 N 8. 


| TWEED-SI1DB. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe, | 

> How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
Vet Mary's ſtill tweeter than thoſe, Es 
| Both nature and fancy exceed: 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs e field; 

No, Tweed gliding gent.) ro” thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure do yield. 


The warbler's are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſn; 

The blackbird and ſw.et cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh: 
Come let us go forth to the mead, 

Let us fee how ihe primroles ſpring, 

| We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 

i And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary no tend a few {heep? 

Do they never carele.sly ftray? 

While happily ſhe lies aſleep: : | 5 

| 8 - | Tweed“. 
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Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reit, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
Pd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


No beauty with her may compare, 
__ © Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair, 
Love's graces around her do dwell : 
Say, charmer! where do thy flocks ſtray? 
On tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed, 


$ O N G. 
' THE POWER OF LOVE. 


00 plain, dear youth! theſe tell tale eyes, 
My heart your own declare; 
-- But for love's ſake, let it ſuffice 

You reign triumphant there : 
Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
No further urge your ſway, | 
Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 
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But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would vou a maid undo? 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love for you: 
Say would you uſe that very pow'r, 

You from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour, 


A life of ſpotteſs fame? 


Ah! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 

_ Becauſe perhaps, ypu may; 

But rather try your utmoſt fill, 
To fave me than betray : 

Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, WS 
Defend and not purſue ; 

Since tis a taſk for me too hard 
To ftrive with love=and you. 


'S oO N G. 


HODGE 's COURTSHIP. 


5 N courting I went to my Jove, EE 
O Who's ſweeter than roſes in May, 
But when I got to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could | ſay. 


I walk'd with her into the garden, 
There fully reſolved to woo her, 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I faid any thing to her. 


* 
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But I aſk'd her which way was the wind, 
For thought on ſome talk I muſt enter; | 
Why, Sir, (ſhe made anſwer and grinn'd) 
Have you juſt ent your wits we a venture ? 


That I look'd like a fool, you'll allow, | 

As often I have done before; 
But meaning my courage to ſhow, 
Reds like a fool once more. 


I party her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 


Then my heart was as light as a 3 5 + 
Vet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, | 1 


18 Madam, tis IF kne weather, | 


To an harbour I her did attend. 
| Sheaſk'd me to ſit down by her, "1 
But I crept to the furthermoſt end, 3 


For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


The devil was in me, tis plain, 

For wanting ſome thing to amuſe me; 
Inſtead ef revealing my pain, 

1 unluckily humm'd out—excuſe me. 


| 
Next I follow'd her into ts houſe, : 
And vow'd, I my fortune would try; 
But there was I mute as a mouſe; 
Ohl what a dull booby was I? 
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$ ON 6. 

THE REQUEST. 
VIE boundleſs ambition and turbulent 
Diſtracted poor mortals annoy, 


The pure ſatisfaction of life let me ſhare, 
And the ſweets of conteatment enjoy. 


Of the banquets of luxury let me not taſte, 

Nor on want's meagre hardſhip's ſubſide ; 

But with decent apparel and wholeſome repaſt, 
Be the cravings of nature ſupply d. 


The tranfient amuſements of life I'll defpiſe, 


Wich the burdenſome grandeur of ftate ; 
Contentment and health let me gratefully prize, 
For with theſe I am happy and great. 


The fleeting ſenſations of empty d-light, 


Have the ſatiating pow'r to cloy ; 


But the permanent pleaſures of virtue excite, 


And inſpire us with laudable joy, 


In theſe let me happily challenge a, part, 
(While by __ my life let me ſquare:) 


Neo other enjoyment can gladden my heart, 
Or exempt me from ſadneſs and care. 
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. She's not form'd the girl for me. 


Should lend a luſtre to her face, 


/ 
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: THE CHOICEs« 


| YMPHS I hate who, wan and pale, 

Borrow art, if nature fail; 

Briſk and blooming let her be, 
She's the girl admir'd by me! 


| Sway'd.by envy, ſway'd by pride, 
Which the gems of beauty hide ; 
Fair as Venus tho? ſhe be, Fo 


* 
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She whoſe voice and wit can dart 
Tranſports, thrilling thro” the heart, 
Free from pride, from envy tree, 
She's the guTadmr'd by me! 


Who with negligence of art, 
Performs the ſprightly dancer's part, 
Young and blooming, blithe and free, 
She's the girl admir'd by me. 


Nor practis 'd ſmile, nor borrow's grace, 


By nature Jer her painted be, 
She's the giz! admir'd by me. 


If falſe, ſhe ne'er ſhall break my reſt, 


I'll tear her from my wounded breaſt ; 
And another fair as ſhe, WE 
Shall be found the girl for me. 
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